Helen, can I rename thee with the title
of Dian pale, adding your fame to hers,
when yours is still as deadly-fair and vital
as when the crown of Hellas was Ilion's curse?
The theme of Homer fit for his recital
shall I not following, though far, rehearse,
honouring myself, not thee, in some requital
for too great kindness to barbaric verse ?
All ladies thou surpassest in beauty and spirit
as far as spring the winter doth outshine,
who art of altars worthy and a throne*
Nor Laura had outpaced thy greater merit
had fate exchanged for this poor Muse of mine
the poet that the Italian made her own*